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	Those With Guns

**WELL, LETS TRY THIS AGAIN. **

**ONCE AGAIN, FROM THE START. ****HOPE YOU ALL ENJOY.**

**I DON'T OWN BLACK LAGOON.**

* * *

><p><strong><span>Their World<span>**

.

.

.

It was five in the morning in the streets of Chinatown, New York. A lone girl could be seen walking across the dark pavement, wearing dark brown jeans and a dark green hood jacket. Her plum color hair hung over her eyes as she turned a corner onto another street.

She lifted her head up slightly, glancing at the sign above her head. Despite the darkness she could read it clearly.

_Mott Street_

Her blank stare lingered on the sign for a moment before continue along the sidewalk, a slight limp her step. At this time the narrow street was dark and quiet.

You could hear nothing, whilst, everything.

The young girl passes several stores and restaurants before stopping at one door in peculiar that lead into an apartment complex.

Small.

Opening the front door she walked straight into the living room, amber eyes landing on the couch where a middle aged man lied sprawled with a beer bottle in hand and a nudity magazine resting on his chest. She clicked her teeth in disgust at the sight of her father. Her blank face twisted into feral anger.

"It's all your fault, you fat son of a bitch." she growled before walking over a short distance to a door on the left side of the house.

Her room.

After closing the door behind her leaned her back against the wall before sliding down into a sitting position. She propped her knees to her chest and rested her chin on her arms. Rebecca slowly inhaled deeply before exhaling harshly.

"Damn. It. All."

Her eyes narrow and glare a hole into the wall opposite of her. The room was bare, except for two beds occupying the room and a rectangular window on the wall.

The girl had spent five _long _days in prison for false accusations. Those were the worst days of her horrid, miserable life.

Life. It was so damn unfair.

Nothing ever turns out well for her.

She attracts bad luck, always finding herself in antagonizing situations, then left beaten like a dog every single time. It's all she has known for such a _long _time. She can't remember how things used to be _different; _a time when she wasn't always _hurting, a_lways _fighting_ and _losing_.

So matter how hard she fought she just was never strong enough. It was like the world itself was out to get her, committed to only making her miserable. And it was doing hell of a job.

She was always dirty, always covered in bruises, always weak and hungry, sad and angry. Always powerless. Always afraid. Always lost; not knowing what to do.

Her name is Rebecca Lee.

Fourteen years old.

And the very definition of a poor little gutter rat.

Born with nothing. Was nothing. Had nothing that held any real meaning whatsoever in her hell. Humph. Well, she _did_ have one thing that mattered to her, the only thing she owned and managed to hang on to for so long.

Her . . .

. . .

. . .

_Her. . ._

_. . ._

. . .

Rebecca swallows thickly, her throat dry. Her legs began to tremble, reminded of the pain she felt back at the cell. After being kicked and beaten, brutalized, and forced to the ground. And. . .

Her breathing became short rapid breaths as her pupils became smaller, her whole body shaking as her mind went back to the moment when that _bastard,_ that _fucking _cop, got on top of her and-

. . .

. . .

And defi-

"Hey."

Startled, the plum haired girl perks up with wide moist eyes at the soft muffled voice on the other side of the door. "Rebecca?"

She breaths in a strangled gasp, tears welling up in her eyes as she swallowed back a choked sob.

"Are you in there?"

Her brother; it was just her brother.

Todd Lee. He was a year older than her, fifteen. He was like her, in the same situation; buried up to their necks in bullshit, but because of that he and her. . .didn't get along too well.

In a life of constant abuse from their father and from society, the police for one, feelings of nasty resentment toward all matters of life developed. Their hatred of the life they live in caused them to turn on each other too many times to count, both verbally and non-verbally. They were in the exact same boat, but the fact alone didn't do a damn thing. Being brother and sister, didn't make things better. It never did.

The most recent events leading to her arrest, and the events that transpired quickly after, were proof of that. Todd went missing, didn't come home one day, so that led her being the sole target of another one of her's father's rampages, which led to her being chased out of the apartment, and found by that cop.

They were siblings, but they didn't look out for each other like siblings should, it just made things harder. It was easier to look out for yourself, and yourself alone. Besides, they were still just kids.

But. . .

They were also still brother and sister, and she couldn't. . .let him see her like this, so she closed her eyes tightly and refrained from answering.

Todd attempted to open the door but realized the girl was leaning against it and stops from trying to enter the room. She heard him sigh.

"I though you finally ran off." he said.

_'Right back at ya.' _

Rebecca heard him lean his body on the other side of the door before he continued speaking, "Were you arrested?" he questioned, his tone a little anticipative.

She didn't answer.

He sighs again.

"Are. . ."

The person on the other side of the door paused, silence greeting them for a moment. It was only broken by the snores of the disgusting adult in the living room. The girl knew what he wanted to say. But she wanted him to stop. To stop talking.

To just shut up.

"How bad. . .was it? Are you good?" he asked quietly. Rebecca's whole body shook in an assault of emotions, her lip quivering immensely. Memories of _that _night bombard her mind, making breathing rate increase. Tears well up in her eyes.

"Come on, talk to me."

"Fuck off." she says with as much hostility as she could muster.

"_Rebecca." _A stern edge had enter his voice. "Talk to me."

After a moment she mumbles quietly, but just loud enough for him to hear.

"It's nothing new Todd, now **_drop _****_it_**." she managed to hiss at the end.

She hopes that would keep him from forcing his way through the door and leave her alone. She didn't hear him say anything else after that for some time, she was relieved.

She rests her head back on her knees and closed her eyes with silence being her comfort. She felt a bad for snapping at him like that but _fuck it, _she was tired, and she just couldn't let him see her in this state. Rebecca didn't care if he was just concern with her well-being. She wanted to be left alone.

She cries quietly, tears trailing down her cheeks unbidden.

Pathetic.

Turns out she could do nothing but cry. And she can't rely on anyone. Todd may be trying to show concern, but he wasn't there when she needed him. She'll never forgive him for that. Never.

Her ears pick up the sounds of shuffling in the room which caused her to abruptly sit upright in surprise. Her wide eyes caught the sight of a young boy in the process of climbing through the window and into her bedroom.

"W-What the hell you're doing?"

The boy closed the window once both of his feet touched the floor before turning to face her. He wore dark jeans and a dirty black baggy jacket with a hood that was down at the moment.

He appeared to be fifteen years old with a young, lean, face and a slight tan skin texture. He approached Rebecca with soft steps until he stood over her, staring at the girl behind his plum color bangs. Rebecca frowned as she looked into the eyes of her brother.

"What?" she grumbled after a period of silence.

Todd kneels down in front of her, remaining quiet as he studied his sister. His amber eyes roamed over her blood stained clothes and her dirt smudged face and bloody lip. She edged away from him when he tried to reach out with his hand to touch her. He frowned.

"What happened?" he finally asks.

"Nothing." she growled. "You're starting to piss me off. Step closer, and I'll knock you the fuck out." She had and she will.

Todd motioned to the door behind her. "The asshole on the couch is passed out drunk. It's just you and me." He leaned in closer as he spoke, stopping just outside of her personal space. She could feel his breath as he whispered, "What happened?"

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" she snapped. "Can't you see for yourself exactly what happened to me? Why're you pushing this dammit!? Fuck off already! Go away!"

Todd reached forward and rubbed his thumb against her cheek causing to flinch. "You're crying." he stated softly. "You don't cry anymore."

Rebecca was dumbfounded. "What?" her voice trembled. Todd had never acted like this before. Show this much concern toward her. He never did; neither had she.

But why. . .?

The fourteen year old girl's temper flared at her brother's persistence; he just couldn't leave her the_ fuck _alone.

It's too much. All of it, it's too much.

Something in her snapped and without thinking she swings at him nailing him right in the jaw as Todd stumbles in shock before falling on his back with a loud grunt.

"Fuck you!" Rebecca stood up, angry, frustrated tears blinding her as she continues to scream. "Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Why can't you just leave me alone and shut up!? Dumb fuck! You wanna know what happened to me!? Huh!? You wanna hear what was done to me!? FINE! I had the shit beaten out of me! Kicked, punched, spat on, and kick again, and again, AND AGAIN!"

Todd began to sit up but Rebecca tackled him back down and sat on his stomach. Her fist slammed against his face making him shout in pain.

Rebecca yelled, "That hurt!? Good! That's what I've been feeling for days! All because I got chased out of here by that fucker and got arrested! When you weren't here!"

She punched him again.

"But that's not the end of it! Oh, no!" She threw her head back and let out a loud laugh, her crackle echoing off the weary walls of the room. "It's gets worse." her voice lowered, still chuckling darkly. "After having the shit kicked out of me the cop felt I haven't suffered enough. So," she paused to look at the boy below with a dead look in her eye.

"He went ahead and done away with me. Yeah, that's right. It hurt like hell; I still can't walk right."

By now Todd was looking at her with wide eyes filled with disbelief and horror. His reaction made Rebecca laugh again. "What's with that look? You wanted to know didn't ya?" Her shoulders slumped as she ceased moving for a moment, her hair shadowing her eyes. "So, that's what happened," she said.

"After you disappeared that scum of a man that calls himself our father smashed my face with a bottle. So I ran. Then this cop found be bleeding on the sidewalk and forced me into his car and drove me to the station. He beat the hell out of me, laughing the whole time in that cell. Then he defiled me."

Rebecca trembled as she whispered, "He defiled me. He defiled me. He defiled me." She kept repeating the same sentence before her words became distraught gibberish as she began to hyperventilate and becoming increasingly hysterical once more.

Todd lied on the cold floor motionless as he watched his sister began to break down and cry right in front of him. He slowly sat up and embraced her tightly, ignoring how she thrashed wildly in his grip.

She eventually stopped struggling and _wailed _against him. All her grief. All of her pain. She let it out with her face buried in his chest. He remained quite for a while, hours it felt like, until Rebecca finally calmed down and slept against him.

Todd sighs.

This whole ordeal. . .was a disaster. He had expected her to lash out at him, but it was the blow itself that caught him offguard. He did deserve it in a sense but he didn't care. He wanted her to tell him, in her words, what occurred during the time he was gone.

Todd's life was no more bearable than Rebecca's. They both did. . . things in order to survive. Their father didn't care for them one bit in any shape or form. All he did was get drunk and beat them senseless. Everyday.

But Todd cares for her. And he knows she cares for him as well. They don't express it verbally vocally, but when some of the beatings left either of them in a state where moving a limb or standing was difficult they helped each other recover. They took care of each other. Not well. At all. But they _try._

Sometimes. On whims. And he felt it was enough in their world.

Their relationship was rather stained due to the life they live. They had taken plenty of swings at each other in the past, Rebecca even came at him with a knife one time, but even still he would always looked out for her. And she did the same for him, because they were in the same boat, the same situation.

Always piled up to their necks in shit. It's the reason why they can't stand one another, and it's the reason for the care they feel toward each other.

It was unspoken but they do rely on each other. If they didn't before, now they have to. They have to, because in this _hell. . ._ there was no one else.

It was just them. It always was.

So, when he saw her huddled against the door crying, he had to know how bad it was. He had to know. Something inside, the small, still human part of his being, drove him forward.

When she yelled at him about the beating that corrupted cop inflicted on her he wasn't overly surprised. But he was still sad and _pissed._

However, when she mentioned that. . .she. . .was raped. . .

. . .

. . .

He clenched his jaw. What had she done. . .to deserve this? All of this? What had either of them done to deserve any of this? All this _pain _and _suffering. This life?_

A mirthless laugh escapes his lips at his thoughts. Why? It was something Rebecca and himself have been asking their whole lives. It's funny because they already know the answer, they have for a long time.

It's the way the world is. It was _their _world.

The weak and the defenseless people who have nothing were beaten and abused by the strong, those with power, with money. And those with guns.

Money and guns. The world would be a great place for anyone if they possessed those two things. Since the beginning, they've never had one of those things. . ._til now._

Todd's eyes became dark, a cruel smile appearing on his face. There was no way things will get better get better over night, perhaps not at all. But. . .

Crying and cowering, and taking it with their bellies shown in submission, was done. He was going to fight. And fight. And fight. And fight. With ALL of his worth, til the last breath.

_That _would be a better way to live, and a better way to die. Fighting and killing to survive. Yeah. That'll be a good way to go.

Cold and furious amber eyes glared at the door. Yes. There will be blood. Lots of it.

* * *

><p><em><span>Three<span> Hours Later_

.

.

Rebecca saw only darkness, but strangely she felt rather warm as well. She opens her eyes to see that her face was buried in clothing. She blinked as she realized a pair of arms held her in an embrace. She blinked again, recalling all the events prior that lead to her current position.

She couldn't remember a time she was last held like this. . .it felt nice, but not that nice. She moved back and came face-to-face with her older brother, Todd Lee.

Silence was the only thing exchanged between the two for a period of time. Their was so much to say, and yet there was nothing they could say that would matter. No words will do anything to change what's been said or what's been done. It never did. But even so. . .

"Sorry." she said quietly, averting her gaze.

"Don't worry about it." Todd replied. He then back away slightly before sitting on the floor at a respectable distance. Rebecca continued to look to the side of the room with a blank stare.

_So much to say, and yet._ . .

"I'm tired." She heard Todd say, to which she tipped her head in a nod. "Me too."

_. . .there was nothing._

_Til now. . ._

"Rebecca." Todd called her name.

She didn't respond, but she saw him from her peripheral vision reach into his clothing and pulled out something shiny and blunt. Rebecca turned her head to get a better look at the object her brother retrieved from his person. She blinked, knowing exactly what it was, but the realization dawned on her rather slowly as she observes the weapon in Todd's hand.

It was a gun.

"No shit." Rebecca muttered, her expression deadly calm as she stared into the barrel. Her dead eyes locked on to Todd's gaze. "Is it loaded?"

Todd's thumb slowly rose from its resting place and slowly moved back the hammer.

_Click._

"I'm tired," Todd repeated, his forefinger lightly tapping against the clean steel of the pistol, "of all of this, the bullshit. That's why I disappeared for a while, to get this." He waved the gun slightly after his explanation.

Rebecca raised an eyebrow, "Oh. Where did you get it?"

"Does it matter?" He was scowling now.

The corner of her mouth twitched in dark amusement. "Not yet."

Todd laughed lightly, his tone chilling. "Good answer," he said before eyeing the gun in his palm.

"This," he waved it slightly again, "is a Smith and Wesson model 439," the grin was splitting his face, "Want to do something with it?"

A ghost of a smirk appears on her face, "Yeah."

"Now?"

She nodded.

Todd smiled.

Rebecca stood up, slowly, followed by her brother. Her eyes hold no emotion as she held out hand, "Now." Her face was calm, but an icy rage lied just beyond the surface, followed closely by searing, unrelenting anger.

Todd didn't hesitant when he handed her the gun. He can see it, the rabid aura his sister radiated. He can see it well; unpredictable and dangerous. It was simple as that. And now she has a gun. And he wanted to see what she would do with it.

He wanted to see.

Rebecca stared at the gun in her hand. In her world, for people like her, using a gun wasn't that hard to learn. You just point at something you hate, and squeeze the trigger. People like her, with a gun, can kill.

_Kill._

_. . ._

_. . ._

Rebecca marches to the door and flings it open, the wood slamming loudly against the wall, startling the occupant of the couch from his drunken slumber.

"What?" he slurs before looking around stupidly with bleary eyes. "What the fuck's with all the fuckin noise?" His half-lid gaze land on Todd, who now stood to the right of Rebecca. "Oh, you're back, you little shit." he sneers.

Todd glares at him but was ignored as the adult reachs down to pick up a bottle before bringing it to his lips, only to find it was empty. Agitated, and without warning, he threw the glass bottle straight at Todd's head. The boy was able to swerve his head out of way just in time before it impact against his temple.

Todd now wore a snarl of anger.

He reached down this time, grabbing a pillow by his foot. Their father grumbled cures and threats under his breath, still lying on the couch. His eyes turn to Rebecca. Due to his mind still heavily influenced by the alcohol, he didn't notice the gun in her hand, nor her eyes filled with murder.

_Kill._

"Becky!" he shouted, spit flying from his disgusting mouth. She aims the gun at him while Todd handed her the pillow. "Give me a drink," she places the pillow over his face, muffling his voice, "you little bitch!" Rebecca pointed the gun over the pillow before pulling the trigger.

"GO TO HELL!" Rebecca shrieked as feathers scatter around the air.

. . .

. . .

It was over. Just like that.

Rebecca killed their father. Just like that.

Just.

Like.

That.

. . .

. . .

Todd sneered in glee. "Good riddance, bastard." He glanced at Rebecca.

Rebecca did nothing, but stare blankly at the corpse of her father. The one that tormented her for as long as she could remember, made her life a living hell. All the beatings, all the abuse, all the pain he caused her, made her suffer through, both mentally and physically, she remembered it all. It made her blood boil. And it made it so easy to pull the trigger.

And it all happened so. . .fast. But she was left nearly breathless, nearly trembling in glee from the aftermath.

The feathers floated to the ground, turning red from blood. The adult she killed, his face still hidden by the blood drenched pillow, was still and limp. And silent.

The smell of blood and smoke clouded her senses. She. . .liked it. She felt in control and she _liked _it.

She liked to kill. She liked it. She-

No.

A dark grin appeared on her face, eyes wide like an animal.

She **_loved _**it.

* * *

><p><span><em>One Hour Later<em>

.

.

Todd stepped back when his sister turned in his direction and pointed the gun at his head. He stared straight into her eyes, unafraid, simply curious. Rebecca's eyes were hard as steel as she stared him down from behind the barrel.

Currently, the two stood in their bedroom. They were resting on their beds, which were placed on opposite sides of the room, in silence. They haven't spoken a word to each other after Rebecca killed their father.

There was nothing to say about that, and there never will be. Rebecca had done nothing but sat and stare at the gun in her hand, thumbing it every once in a while. Her brother sat hunched with his head resting on his on his folded hands thinking before he slowly stood, Rebecca not far behind and aimed her gun at him.

"Show me where you got this. Or I'll kill you here." she threaten him.

Todd scoffs.

"Don't," she stepped forward menacingly, "fucking push me." she hissed, furious. She was in _no _mood for this right now.

"Whatever." he grunted and stood up, still holding his head. He reached into his pocket and threw a small rectangular box at her feet. She eyed them curiously, her rage toward her brother momentarily forgotten.

Rebecca didn't take her eyes off her brother as she slowly reached down and picked up the box. She flicked the lid open. Her eyes narrow, "You-"

"Your welcome." Todd interrupted bitterly.

Rebecca eyed the two magazines resting in the box side-by-side. She takes them out and pockets them before letting the now empty box fall to the ground.

"Why?" she whispered, not knowing how to feel. This. . .was the nicest thing Todd has ever done for her. He gave her. . .a means to kill. To live; to _survive._

"I've never liked you." Todd stated bluntly. Rebecca eyes widened in surprise before narrowing. "Fuck you too."

Todd didn't react as he continued, "But I do care about you." She scoffs. "I do." he repeated. "Why else would I bother giving you that gun, hmm?"

She remained quiet for a moment, then turned her back to him. "Tell me where you got them. Now. Or I walk."

She didn't give a fuck what he'd done for her in the last few hours.

She didn't give a fuck if he actually still cares for her.

She didn't give a fuck that he gave her the gun.

She needs more. Now, if he wanted to help her, great; if not, she'll walk.

Alone.

Todd's voice was quiet as he finally gave her an answer. "I found someone; showed me the basics. Had to do some things to get it," He reached behind his back and pulled out a similar gun. "And this."

Rebecca frowned, staring at him through the corner of her eye. "Who?"

"Does it matter?"

"Yes." she answered firmly.

"Why?"

She turned back toward him, a twisted grin on her face, catching him momentarily off guard. "Because _brother,_ I'm done being the whipping girl. I'm done just sitting by and taking it. It's my turn now. With this gun, I will be death and I will paint this fuckin world red." She laughed deliriously. "So, tell me who gave you the guns. _Now_."

Todd was both surprised and darkly amused by her declaration.

"Fine."

Rebecca's expression turned void; her eyes dead. Todd locked gazes with her; growing to _love_ and _hate _seeing her with that look. But regardless, he meant one thing: more blood will be spilled. Lots more.

"There's something I got to do." she said in a chilly tone, lifting her jacket slightly before shoving the gun behind the clothing, concealing it.

Todd grimly nodded, "Yeah, I know." he said quietly, following her actions. Rebecca turns and walks out the front door with Todd a few paces behind her. They walked away from the apartment, never looking back. Not at the corpse of their father, nor the feathers covered in blood.

The sun was up.

But the streets were still dead; no different from people like them.

Things aren't different, nothing is different.

* * *

><p><span><em>A Months Later<em>

.

.

"Goodnight Victor."

"Hm?" A man paused at the door way, turning back to see a police officer sitting behind a small desk, filling out paperwork under a small lamp. The officer was middle-aged with a bald head and a short frame. Currently, he had his attention focused on a document in his hand, and was giving a lazy wave to the man who was a step away out of the police station.

Said man, Victor, grunted, "Night James." He walked out of the station, hands in his pockets, into the rather cold night. He walked into his car, started the engine, then began to drive slowly into downtown.

He wasn't in any hurry. The last few weeks had him busy; apparently there's been cops picked off by of couple of punk teens with guns. Three.. From this very unit. The media was frighten, and fellow officers were pissed, so the department has been on his ass with the case; sub-leading a man-hut for the killers.

They found nothing; the punks knew how to hide.

Frustrating.

Plus, there was the murder down in Mott Street he had to deal with. Goddammit.

It was two in the morning, so he was thinking 'fuck it' for the day and to get some sleep.

The road he took led him a bit toward the outskirts of the city, away from the general residence. The car slowed to a halt in front of a decent, higher-middle class house. The color was a nice dark brown; he despised it. He despised it all, but at least the location was more quiet than most places.

He can still hear the damn city noises at night, but that's what alcohol and sleeping pills are for. On this block there were only three other houses, luckily they keep to themselves and didn't bother him. He hated them; shitheads.

Victor grumbles under his breath as he stepped out of the car and began muttering curses.

Stomping to his front door he quickly unlocks it before stepping into the house. It was a nice size, two bedrooms, a kitchen, two bathrooms, and a basement.

Victor threw his coat-jacket and marched into his kitchen after slamming the door shut. It was dark, but there was enough light from the city lights for him to see just fine.

He made his way into his kitchen.

"Fucking stupid, dumb jackasses." he said under his breath as he grabbed two bottles of liquor from his cabinets and places them on the counter. "Dumb as shit Lary and all those little shitheads busting tears over a couple of stiff collars, fuck."

He grabs a glass and sets it down before pouring Spicy Rum into it. "Who gives a fuck? Apparently everyone. Pain in the ass, goddammit." He drowns the drink before he threw it against the wall to vent his irritation, a loud crash sounding as glass litters the tile floor.

Grabbing the two bottles of liquor and drinking one straight from the bottle Victor dragged his feet and walks into his living room, dropping himself on a chair.

He leaned back on the soft furniture and finished his first bottle, dropping it on the ground before drowning himself with the second. He paused for a moment upon realizing something,

He wasn't alone.

Slowly, Victor rests the bottle on his knee, his heart beat quickening. It took every ounce of self-control to not plunge into his quickly growing panic.

His hand inched toward the holster around his pants, eyes never leaving the dark corner that lead to his bedroom. The tips of his fingers brushed against his gun-

_Click._

Victor gulped. Slowly, a gun appeared from the shadows, followed by an arm, then a young female face; Chinese-American.

The assailant stalked its way to Victor who remained frozen, still trying desperately to stay calm; to not lose his cool. There could be a way out of this. He could bargain, but he had to stay calm. Victor opened his mouth to speak but choked on his tongue.

Dead.

Those eyes of the young girl were so cold and lifeless; dead.

That's all he could think of with this girl with a gun. Her expression was the same. Victor swallowed. One wrong move; one wrong word, he'd be killed. She wasn't playing. Victor steadied his breath and frantic heart beating with huge effort and waited. He wasn't dead yet. She wanted something, so he'd wait until she told him, thus, refraining from pissing her off just by merely speaking.

But Victor wasn't a patient man; the fear in his mind not helping.

"What do you want?" he whispered out quickly.

Money? It had to be money. What else could she want?

Victor tensed when she took a step forward, a grin lining her face. "You don't remember me?"

"Huh?" Victor blinked in confusion. "No."

The girl laughed softly, a tough of insanity in it. "I remember you, you," Suddenly, a violet, rabid snarl appears on her face. "You _fucker. _I'm the one that you beaten the shit out of, the one who cried and begged you to stop, for mercy."

Her tone got quiet, her voice back to being cold, her face blank. "I'm the one you got one top of."

Victor stared hard at her face for a moment as she continued.

"I cried even harder, _begged, _even harder," she let out a quick, bitter chuckle, "you didn't care."

The gears in Victor's head began to turn, her face becoming more familiar. He remembers.

_Gulp._

Rebecca smiles sinisterly, "I also said, that I would kill you."

Victor groans pathetically in both fear and defeat.

"Shit."

There was no getting out of this. He couldn't reach his gun in time. This girl will kill him if he tried. She'll kill him no matter what.

. . .

. . .

She'll kill him.

Victor smirked.

"Rebecca, right?" He leaned forward slightly to get a better look at her face, which now sported a dark frown. "I remember ya. Oh, I do. The poor little gutter rat." he taunted.

Rebecca's eyes went incredibly wide with rage.

Victor continued, "How could I forget you? Such a lovely girl._" _He licked his lips disgustingly. Victor had realized something a few moments ago; he wasn't getting out of this. So, why not make it satisfying?

The gun in her hand was trembling from her strong grip as she glowered at the cop with an unblinking, murderous stare.

"No," Victor leered, "a lovely _woman."_ he implied, chuckling.

Rebecca roared.

"BURN IN HELL!"

_BKAM!_

She had squeezed the trigger of and Smith and Wesson, firing a bullet straight into the head of the cop. Blood splattered everywhere; on the floor and the furniture. Drops of it landed on her face.

Rebecca didn't care. She only stared at the corpse as it lied limp as blood continuously pours from the hole in its temple. There was. . .a lot.

Inhaling deeply, she grinned as the smell of gun smoke and blood filled her senses; this feeling is a feeling unlike any other.

It felt good.

Rebecca lost her grin.

But it didn't last too long.

She sighs, turning her head and looking around the house of the cop she just murdered. There were a few things worth of value here but nothing much. She spies the open cabinet in the kitchen, where the cop had apparently stored his booze.

She blinked.

_'What the fuck?'_

* * *

><p>.<p>

.

Todd slowly turns his head to the left then to the right in a nervous matter. He was standing near the main road that led to the city and the outskirts, keeping his eyes trained for any vehicles; particularly ones in black and white.

He glanced to the left, spotting the edges of the huge buildings New York was known for. Then he glanced to his right where the road slits in two directions, creating another single road leading into a small residential area.

Every quarter of a block was a nice-sized house. The area was made for people that wanted to live away from the general population, but were still close to the city.

Perfect location for something he was standing guard for.

"What the hell?" he whispers to himself, annoyance clear in his tone. "How long does it take to off some sick fucker, dammit."

It was starting to get light and Todd has had it. He turned and walks briskly down the road away from the main city. He took a short-cut by walking on the terrain between the main and residential road. Once walking along the latter Todd paused and looked over his shoulder.

Just out of his line of sight he can see one of the houses that were lined along this. Eight was his guess.

He continued walking and was quickly approaching a nice house with a dark brown color. Meh. S'okay.

He ran across the street before he casually, but cautiously, walks up the front door and leans forward slightly and listens.

Nothing.

Todd steps forward until his face was nearly pressed up against the door. Then he sniffed.

Gunpowder and blood.

Todd turns the nob and smoothly enters the house. As soon as he closed the door he lifts his jacket and retrieves his gun.

He pressed his shoulder against the wall and peeked behind the corner leading into the kitchen. The sight before left him stunned.

There, sitting on the kitchen counter like she owns the fucking place was his sister, a bottle of liquor sitting beside her. Todd blinks away his surprise before his temper grabbed a hold of him.

"What the _fuck_ in this?!"

Rebecca looked up at her brother with a glare. "What the _fuck _does it look like?" She held up the bottle of. . .Bacardi? "I'm having a fucking drink, dumbass."

"Fucking hell." He hissed in agitation. He was feeling very annoyed and angry about this. For one where the fuck is-

Todd froze. He turned his head toward the living room, which was five steps separate from the kitchen. That's why he saw it. There, sat against a chair, leaning forward, limp, and bloody; and dead, was the cop.

"Oh." he muttered and turns back to face her, "Took you three hours?" he asked flippantly, hiding his gun amongst his clothes again.

"Shut it." she grumbled. She held out the half finished bottle out to him, "Want some? It's not that bad."

"I. . ." Todd frowned in hesitation before shrugging. "Sure." He grabbed the bottle and didn't waste time in taking a sizeable gulp. He smacked his lips with a grimace, his throat burning. Not taking it slow was a mistake. He coughs into his hand.

From her perch Rebecca grinned. "Baby."

"Quiet."

Todd hands her back the bottle after taking another rather small sip. He watched as she took a swig out of it before shifting his gaze around the rest of the kitchen. His eyes land on the frig; he'd check later.

"You good?" Todd asks skeptically, not looking at her. She was. He knew she was. But he felt he should ask; he felt like being nice.

Rebecca didn't answer right away, she just continued to slowly sip away the Bacardi. After nearly two minutes, she sets down the now empty bottle and jumps off the counter before making her way over to her brother. She stopped less than a foot in front of him.

Todd frowns in confusion, irritation clear on his face at the closeness, before saying rather curtly, "What?"

She placed her head on his shoulder. She didn't cry, she didn't curse, she just leaned against him. Todd was stunned, not knowing how to react in that moment. This wasn't like her. She didn't do-she had _never-_done something like this. "You," he whispered but bit his tongue.

No. This was fine.

He rested his chin on her shoulder, her hair, that she shared with him, tickling his jaw.

He didn't wrap his arms around her or said a word. Neither did she. They just stood there, unmoving, leaning against each other. They had to rely on each other now, more than ever before. They had to; they both knew they had to, they both gravely realize that now. Because it was just them.

Things are different now. Because they have guns. Together, they will go out with a bang, not with a whimper.

Out with a bang.

Yeah, that'll be a good way to die.

* * *

><p>.<p>

.

.

**I'VE CHANGED THIS COUNTLESS TIMES. MOSTLY ON HOW I INTRODUCED TODD; HOPE I INTRODUCED HIM TO YOU ALL'S LIKING, AND I HOPE YOU LIKE HIS CHARACTER, REVY'S TOO.**

**HOPE YOU ALL LIKE THIS NEW VERSION OF A YOUNG REVY AND HER BROTHER BY ME, ZERO-TAIL317**

**MORE ARE TO COME. PLEASE REVIEW.**

**TIL NEXT TIME.**


End file.
